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THE PRINTER'S DEVIL. 

SCENE I. 

A TVp Room {»the Pig and Twmvpo. Tableo, Cardo, Dice, 
* Baekgammorv-boarda^ ^e. 

Ialb Bob, Cliayer, Waxekd, and ofUer JUtU ApprenHeeo, 

drinking and gambling. 

BONO AND CHORUS 

IdU Bob. 
Fm the poc-^e porter quall^ 

Work, our brafna shall never rex: 
FiU k fttU wkh half an half, 
PUl k high wkh double £ 

Ckanta^—SM^ hn, ha! 

Tie a dronght for Lord or Squire, 

Fk for anr drinkinf bout ; 
Let U9 quaff the whole entire, 

We*H get fat with drinking Mout. Ha»ha,haX 

Tie meat and drink, ao never fear; 
While we boys can swill It so, dr, 
^ Let them talk of Meyer •beer. 

Porter is tlie best composer. Ha, ha, hal 

Idle Bob, Master Jemmy, five me the box ! and now, •• I 
tm tbye ninth part of a man, 1*11 gammon you. Cthrows} DeuoQ 
an— the devil! 

Jemmy. Cinq tres— yoa^re gammoned. Bob, by Jopitarl 
Z Bob. By you, you mean — no Jupiter gammon for me. Now. 
niy lads I a drdii^^ht round,— ^and confusion to those yvho would 
make us work ! ui2/ drink) That's right, my boys ! who would 
dftve kway at the loom and last, whue Barclay's double X in^ 
vices 1 who Would sit cross-legged, stitching bulton*hole& 
when be can stretch his legs like a mani Come, my ladi^ I'll 
have a throw with aU of yon. 

Apprentices. Done ! Done ! Done ! 

/. Bob. {throwiug the dice at backgammon) Aces ! Come, Bttt- 
ciher, down with your stakes, 

Cfirovqr. There's a pound. 

/. Bob. And there^s another. A stake of two poundsl Now 
Ibrit— hare goes! Now. my pretty niiknl (tkrowo) 

AU. DmMSt.Ace. Hal kal ha! 
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Clea, {ihrtnoaji Trays. I win by the tnyi — and the stakli 
are mine. 

/. Bob. Vm pretty well cleaned out Come, my lad of ool^ 
bier's wax, 'tis your turn next, my upper-leather, to tthow a sool 
above your vulsrar business. What will you stake 1 

Waxend. Vl\ stake my alL 

/. Bob, Your awl ! W ell, there^s my last against yoor tJL 
Now, two to one, I throw the highest. 

Appren. Done! Done I Done! 

L Bob, For shiUioorfl — ^mind ; and to be q>ent in beer. 

Apprfin- Very well. 

(Idle Bob shake f the dice and throws) 

All. Deuce — see, again. Ha 1 ha ! ha ! 

/. Bob. Deuce take the deuce, and the ace too, for it. 

Wax. (throws) Fives. I've won I 

Appren. We've all won. Now, Idle Bob, ypur sbillinga. 

/. Bob. There — there's a bob for you, and a bob for you — aid 
now I'm done. That last has made an end of my purse ; and 
^hen the puratt i« ended, the man is ended too. An emty head 
is better than an enity pocket. Damn it, huw I can moialiM 
against gambling, when I've got nothing tb lose, and preach vf 
sobriety when I've nothing to drink. That confounded deuce, 
ace, has clertned me out. 1 wish the devil had the dice. 

(Nicholas suddenly appears from a Cask qf Deadt^^ gin, 
close at Idle Bob's elbow.) 

Nic. Ha! ha! ha! 

/. Soft. Hollo ! who the devil are you 1 

Nic. Only the Printer's De^il. Don't you know me 1 

/. Bob. Yes, yes, I know you now, Mr. Nicholas— thongfa I 
«asure you, my printer's devil, I took you fin a type of tht 
old Original, when I found you so suddenly at my elbow. 

Wax. Ah, old Nick why how did you get into the roomi 

Nic. Why, how the devil ahouM old Nick get in ? People 
open their doors to devils now-a-d.-iys — there's n*) occasion Sir 
Indr coming through the key-hole, (drinks) Why, B<»b, yot 
feem to be down in the nuiuth ! — -you've lost, and wish tht 
devil had the dice. Put down another stake, and let me throw 
Ibr 3^oa. I'm a Printer's Devil, you know, (ontie) and 
Printers Devils, in these ames, do as much mischief as ouf 
grsat nameaake. 

/. Bob, Another stake — I haven't a sixpence in my pocket 

Ate. No— but you've a five pound note in your pocket. 

L Bob, A five pound note ! why how could you know that 
mami Bat that's my master's; he has sent me with it m ^ 
mbeeriptton for the poor. 
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Nic. Hat ha! ha! 

/. B(^. What>do you laugh for % 

Nic. It's a way I have. Your master's ! — nonsense !— all 
wealth should be in common — what's mine is your's, and what^s 
your's is mine. If we want what another man hds too much of, 
isn't it right to take it 1 Don't we print so every day l""- and is 
not the principal use of our printing presses to teach this whole- 
some d'jctrine of universal property, and to forget the laws of 
Afeum. and Tuum? 

I. Bob. Aye, but will the lawyer forget his Suum 7 

Nic. Come, come, stake your nve pound note. 

/. Bob. But it was intended for the poor. 

Nic. Well, and an't you poor 1 

Xf Bob, I am, certainly — that's unanswerable. Devil, you're 
a devilish clever fellow. But, I say, these chaps will wonder 
where the money comes from ! — Won't they suspect 1 

Nic. Say I lent it you. The Devil, at a pinch, may be a 
Oman's banker: and u the devil stood every man's banker, I 
fancy there'd be a pretty good run upon him, and the devil to 
pay at last 

/. Bob. You've hit it. I say, my boys, the devil has brought 
me a god-send, and has lent me a five pound ilimsey. 

Appren. A proof of friendship from the Printer's Devil. 

Jl Bob, Landlord, bring me change. 

Nic. Change ! stike it all against the board, and 111 throw 
ibr you — then you'll have my luck and your own too. 

/. Bcb. So I will . faint heart never won fair lady. Now, 
my lads, down with your dust, (all put down stakes) Now, if I 
win, all that's mine ; ami if I lose, the flimsy's yours. Now, 
some half-and-hnlf of Barclay's entire, and my black-letter • 
friend here, will throw for me. 
"•ifcjyic. (taking the dice and throwing) Cinqs ! 

All. Cinqs '. why, Bob will win. 

/. Boh. Sink me if I dont think so. (running to the table 
T99dy to take the money ^ 

Cleaver, {throwing) Sixes ! 

Nic, Ha ! ha ! ha ! (sinks sxiddenly through the trapf while 
nil are engaged at the tahleS) 

/. Bob. Why, you deceittul devil ! Eh — ^why — where the 
devil are you Nicholas 7 Where is he gone, eh 1 

Cle, Oh, be was afraid of you, no doul)t, and has slipped 
away. He understands trap too well to stay for your fist. 

/. Bob, Slipped away? after playing me such a slippery 
trick. But, eome, my lads of wax and spirit,— appvsntioes who 
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have a noble disdain for the snobs our mattem — and w^ have 
taken up you f" freedom without servitude. I'U give you a few 
shreds of advice. 

SOJ/O. — IDLE BOB. • 

Tune — Bow tDov> wow. 

Te noble youths of every shop. I drink to jrou In bonny beer, 

Butchers leave at home your chops, but bring your stakes, and lay tlMfli 

here. 
Never mind your sheep and ox, on your marrow-bones ne*er pray, 
The best of bones are in the box where the Butcher casts his trt: 

Bow wow wow. 
Ye Baker», wise men of yeast, your masters anger never dread; 
Attend our roll call tu the/ea«C«, we are of truest Fancy Aretf. 
Tho', twists you bring, you'll seldom feed— to drink with us is all the go; 
Tho' you may want, you'll never kneadf then jolly Bucks now leave your 

dough. 
Cobblers too, my lads of wax, soles that water proof shall be, 
Never mind the leather tax, but leave your awl and follow me. 
Tailor lads, whose hearts with pride rise above the button hole, 
Leave your st tches in the side, let your needles mind the pole. 
(7%cy raise Bob on their shoulders and bear- him off.) 

SCENE W— Tailor's Shop. 
Jbrry at work cross legged, 

. Jerry. Well, now, if that an't as genteel a bntton-bole as 
ever was stitched. Here am I, Jerry Button, the flower of 
city apprentices — bound to the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and 
Common Council men ; and so industrious, that they call me 
the little Busy Bee. Let me read my articles. — I always keep 




cloth- worker.' — that's my master. Why, my schoolmaster was 
a cloth- worker too ! Lord I how he wopp'd the boys jackets 
and unmentionables. I must mind my business, and then, Uke 
the gntat Whiitington and his immortal cat, I may many ray 
mister's daughter, succeed to his business, and become jLord 
Mayor. I know how to stick my needle in the right plaoe.— 
We city apprentices are only sucking Lord Mayors. 

SONG. ^JERRY. 

Tune — There* s nae Luck, 
The City laws are good and sound, i 

Each ptentice ought to heed 'em j 
For. strange, to say, by being bound 

You may secure your freedom. 
And when your time you've serv'd, yom ses, ^ 

And time can't paa^ mudh fksttr, 
Tott nay pot on the livery, 

When you become a master 



THE printer's D£TIL. T 

TKen in-eseyere and stick to trade, 

Tbat good old city plan, * 
For when you are a ma$ter made, 

Then you are made a man 
So Common Gouncilmen with pride 

To common halls repair. 
For when the high horae you can ride, 

You may become a maytyr. 

There — my work'* done. Master left me a waistcoat, and Bob 
a pair of breeches, to make against his return. 

. Enter Idle Bob a littlfi tipsy, lh. 

/. Bob, "What you're at it still, Jerry 1 

Jerry. Yes, master Bob, I am ; and I've finish'd my waist' 
coat, while your breeches are undone. 

/. Bob. I beg your pardon, Jerry, they only want buttoning, 
and they'll be finished. 

Jerry Boh, Bob ; you'll come to an untimely end. Read 
your indentures, (reada) *Keep yourself sober and upright. 

/. Bob. When I do keep myself sober, I can keep myself up- 
right ; but the difficulty is to keep yourself upright when you 
are drunk. 

Jerry, Bob, Bob, if you eo on thus, T shall see a daisy 
growing out of your quiU in the church-yard of the idle appren- 
tices, where the monument of Whittington and his immortal cut 
stands as an example to us aU. The marble monument b a les- 
son to every body. 

/. Bob. And a d— d hard lesson it must be. 

Jerry, {receding) 'Avoid profane jesting, and serve your time 
with credit. 

t Bob. So I do. The landlord of the Pig and Turnips' gives 
me credit. 

Jerry, (reading) ' The apprentice shall neither contract debts 
or matrimony ; or he shall forfeit his freedom.' 

7. Bab. True — confinement follows both debts and matrimony; 
the only difierence is, that with debt, a man is confined, — while 
in matrimony, his wife is confined. 

Jerry. Ah, Idle Bob ! don't you remember the Lortk Mayor's 
advice when we where bound 1 'Young man,' said he — I think 
I see him now with his gold chain round his neck like a string 
of sausages. * Young man, drink in instruction from this 
book.' 

/■ Bab, Drink — well, if any body can administer instruction 
in drink^ that would bo a dififerent thing ; but it's curs'd dry 
without. 




Jerry. Think vfbal disgri 

legged unong the - " 

•odieil whol till 
■conld trIL 

1 Bob. Very gfavn stories, nodoubt. 

Jerry. Think uf the honour of the fr 
beni«. 

/. Beb. WrII. Jf nj, yaa mnv kf«p the city, I will uke tin - 
Kbertiea. flaMnf ml a botlU) Here, see what I have bougbtU 
lighten m^ lalwur with 'i— juEt tiiUe h ilropi 

Jerry, I not for the worid. I should dsMrve the nele drop 
if I did. 

1. Bob. Well, ir vau nnn^t tnstr, onlj groell it— your BOM 
cn'tgeldrunk. (fjrcivg him la nnetl U.) 

Jerry, (aside) ItiloeB smcN nice to beaure. 

/. Bob. On« dro|.tog.«d fcllowihip. 

Jerrs.'i wou'i be lenipteJ — whera'a mj bookl Avmiiil, btd 

L Bab. BfiJ ! 'lis (he very be>l~look how it Bpartlei 1 
Jerry: 1 won't look-l'll shot my eyes. f.feufc. hit eyefc 

/. Bob. So do — L)pen your mouth and shut your eyea, audM* 
wlut luck will srnil ynu. 

• IBiAyptilalht boUlelohisvioulh. Tiichohi appears beKind, 
rejoKing at the temptation. Jerry reiifta o( Jiral, but 
allail ftrinki. Nicholas laughi — dapt hit hands, and 

Jerry. ^aiUng on /tie jnea) Ob, lord hteu ma I wbu vm 
Uutl 

/ Bot. ItwteiDPddeyilisblikelbBliugbafOliimchotu. 

Jinry-NicbolMl what the PrinleT>* Devil 1 Ob, Boli, 1 doni 
like thHt fellow 1 I dream't 'totlier night he came lu benxanmil 
fbt> pair of pantaloons, and when Icame to nwisure bn waht> 
band, I diKOvervd a uil ■ yard long. Lord, how my bead tornt 

/. Bob. I don't wonder at it! why, JTry, yrra'Ts emp^ 
the liotile. 1 don't wonder they call you indwlTwa* — yon don't 
do thing! by halves. 

Jtrry. {Iip*ey) Bleaa me I I feel -nrj queer— I'm afrafd^ 
I'm frulionme— Where's my book t (riatU.) -Be Hber I (hiccupm) 
'Bealfady!' falmotl tumbles.) ' 

I. Bob. Now, Jrrry, your're s lad of spirit. Come with me, 
my Iwy, and I'll shfw you the prplliest girla in the world. 

Jerry. PreU; gitUI (reading.') ' T£ou abalt not onomit 
OMlghtiiien.' 
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/• JE7n/cr Nicholas, LH. 

Att. 'Bob^ bob^ your master has discovered that the five 
poand note has not been received, and is coming here. 

X Bob, Hush, hush ! 

Jnry. Oh, oh ! are jon there. ^ Mr. Devil 1 1 don*t care for 
• yon now ; I'm a match for the Devil himself. 

Nie. The five pound note. 

/. Bc^. Don't mention it — ^Jerry will discover. He'll wake 
I say, and peach. ^ 

Jerry. A five pouhd note ! 

Nic, Never fear; I'll wrap him in a sleep profound-^he shall 
think he dreamt it. 

(A/imc.— Nicholas takes a book out of his pockety arid 
waves ii over Jerry. Jerry, gapes, riU>s his eyes, shakes 
himself i but at last sinks on a chair and goes to sleep.) 

t. Bob. Why how the devil did vou do that 7 

Nie. 'Tb one of the powers of tne presa— one of the Into pab- 
liections from our shop, that would send any body to sleep. 
'Tis thus we throw dust in people's eyes, or shut them up. But 
we've Ro time to lose. Boh, I've uken a liking to you, and if ' 
yott will follow me to the Shades 

i. Bob. What's the use of my going to the Shades, when I 
havn't a tizzy 1 

Nie. A tizzy ! look at this pocket-book 7 (shows pocket-book) 
'Tin full of tiiiiisies. Come to the shades — I'll trrat you, and 
lend you the five pound note, on the word of a Printer*8 Devil ! 

i. Bob. I'll come. [Eint. Nicholas, lh.] Curse it! how 
quick he hops off. A pocket-book foil of flimsies I how teuipt- 
ing — he (Carries it in his coat pocket too— very imprudent! be 
can't care much about it. I've a great mind Jto try my hand at 
conveyancing — a tailor's hand is used to be in other peo[»le's 
pockets; lis a branch of the business— so here goes. (Jerry 
Mnores — Bob starts) Eh, lord! what was that? Oh, only a 
nassal twanff from Jerry — bis nose knows nothing aliout it. 
Here comes Ni.'holas — 'tis but a transfer of property, and if a 
man does not take care of his pockets, who's to blame. 

Enter NicholaOi lh. — beckons to T. Bo\>~-^o«« to Jerry— takes 
up goose — ioaves it over him—Jerry is disenchanted —they 
dSainee a reelf and Exeunt^ rh. 

SCENE lll.'^Outsideqf' The Sffiad^J 
Enter Psajr, bBb 
,P^, Where ean Sob bell' veaeucht him evenrwlifffe. The 
Qooie and QM§9n, hmtioft teen him— thie Red Lion, knowt 
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nothing of him—the Half Moon and Seven Stars, have turned 
him out of doors, and the Rising Sun, has refused him a bed. 
Oh, Peggy, Peg^y ! how could you resign your heart to such 
a fiiise deceiver? A tanner's daughter, of Bermondaey, to be 
jbo treated hj a tailor. By my father's skins ! flesh and blood 
can't bear it. To be' sure, he is a gay tailor, and has a soul 
above hid business — then in a jig he is irresistabie, and that*« the 
truth of it? 

AIR— PEGGY. 

Tune— T^ Soldier Tired, 
The tailor tired, the shop-board quits, 
Nor croas-]egg*d with his needles sits,. 
Tu stitch at pantaloons ; 
• And th(F the breeches are not done, 

He burns for jollity and fun, 
And dances ngadoons. 

[Exit^Ka. 
Enter NfCHOLAs, rh. as the Devil^ with his tail and horns, 
yic. Not a hnd morning's work — this will give me another 
month's leave of absence, and upon the strength of it, I have 
ventured to give my tail an airing-'-it had become quite feverish 
with laying so long curled up. These are fine days when devils 
have only to hide their horns in their hats, and put their tails 
in their pockets, to be admitted into the liest society. In my 
capacity now of Printer's Devil, like a tax-gather, I can get 
in any where— I lurk upon a lady's couch, in .the light form of 
a voluptuous novel— get under the patriot's pillow, as a violent 
pamphlet against all order— entertain a politician at his break- 
fast, as a newspaper— the people, as an inflnrnmatory placard; 
or puffing play bill. Of all the Devil's machines, the printing 
press is the most useful, (a blast of horns heard below) Ah ! my 
brother demons in the Shades below are anxious for their prey^ 
and sound .their horns. I must quiet them with Idle Bob. (ap- 
proaches the entrance of the Shades — the ends of the hornt 
appear.) 

CHORDS OP sHEDOws, ( With substantial Horns.) 
Blow, blow,- blow I 
Great news below. 
Blow far and wide, and let it be known, 
Tho* we blow our news— our news is never blown. 

blow, blow, blow! 
Send Idle Bob to the Shades below : 
Nicholas make haste, we will have it so, 
If we canH have him we will you. 
And blow us tight if that anH true ' 
So ssnd Idle Bob to the Shades to sup, 
Whtn he comas down lurer v^'U blow him op. 

Blow btoW|h](OWl 
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iVtc. Silence your infernal voiees! An eaithlj fbotitep 
strikes my ear. I roust draw in my horns, and put my tail in 
my pocket, [puts his tail in his. pocket.] *Tu Idle Bob, inspired 
by me, and bent on mischief — I'll pretend not to see lum. 

Enter Idle Bob, t.h. 

L Bob, That pocket-book haunts me — he must haye stolen it 
ao that there can be no harm in stealinfir it again. Isees Nicholas] 
Ah, he's-there I the pocket towards my hiind — the pocket-book 
lookinff out too. I was looking out -for that, and it politely re> 
turns tne compliment. Now, Bob, firm nerves and a dexterous 
twitch, and you'U have enough money to drink for a twelve- 
month. [Music. — approaches cautiously^ and puts his hand to 
the pocket — looks round — thinks he has the poeket-book^-gives 
a sudden jerk — pulls out the Devil's tail^ and drags him sud^ 
denly to the front of the stage.] 

Nic. Oh, why young Bob I 

/. Bob. Why, Old Nick I 

Nic. You've found me out. 

/. Bob Yes, this tell tale has betrayed you. 

Nic. But will save you — ^your pockets empty — ^your master 
has already got a warrant for the nve pound note— your tricks 
with the tanner's daughter at Bermnndsey, are known ; serve 
me, and your pockets shall be full — the tipstaff shair be blind — 
.the Lord Mayor lose his power, and you shall be the happiest 
man in this world. 

- L Bob, Aye, Master Nick, this world ; but the other — ^what 
is there 1 • 

Nic. I'll tell you : you hate work? 

I Bob. As I hate the Devil ! 

Nie. How 1 

/. Bob. I beg your pardon — Vm speaking before I had the 
pleasure of his acquaintance. 

Nie. This world is one universal workhouse, while the 
other 

/. Bob. Is one universal playhouse. Only convince me of 
that, and I am yours. 

Ate. Meet me in Whittington church ysrd, and you shall tee 
the happy Hves that idle apprentices lead after they are drad. 

/. Bci>. What can you call them upl 

Nic. I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 

/. Bob. Can ye 7 — then 1 wish you would, for I'am devilishly 
in want of a dram. Give us a touch of your power, and a taste 
irf your spirits. 

}fi€. I will [waves his taU.} 
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Music — RecUatite. 
Spirits from the vastv deep — up come, 
Cemebrundy, mixed with cherries, comfii 
Whiskey frum the smugglers, come ; 
Come Hollands gin, and come up rum ! 
Come water hot, with lemoiv's aid, 
And come up punch, all ready made. 
By the power of m^ tail, ^ 

My blithesome spirits neiver fail 

\B€ttleSf glasses, punch, <f*c, aacend,] 

I Bob. A wholesale dealer, I declare. Pray do yoa tMI 
them 1 Are your spiriu substantial, drinkable, and drankablel 

JV/c. Tas»p, Boh, and try— f pledge you — [homs^ orchestra.] 

I Bob [cfrinJSrs] -.Liquid fire, above proof! Oh, the devil! it 
has fi^iven me the cholic. ^ 

Nie You've taken to the rack ! Try this— 'twill cure you. 

/. Bob [drinks] Delicious ! Fine-^superfine ! And shall I 
alwAvs have it : 

Nic. Be ours, and youMI never be out of sfnrits again. Ha ! 
By. the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes. 

\BoUleSf glasses^ disappear— Nicholas sinks.'] 

I. Bob. Something wicketl ! True, oh devilr~for here comes 
a woman ! Where's the brandy ?-~all gone. 'Tis Peggy, of 
Bermondsey, and the very sight of her has put me eui of 
spirits. 

Enter Peggy, rh. 

Peg. So, Bob, I've found you out at last. 

i. Bob. Found me out ! — why, you'll never find me at home, 
so I'm always to be found out. 

Peg. Oh, you liase betrayer — yon monster I 

i Bob. Well, wbnt's done can't be undone. 

Peg. I'm undone, you wretch! Didn't you find meax«- 
8piH't.ibb tanner's daughter, in Bermondsey f 

/. Bob. I acknowledge it, Peggy, he drcss^ his own fddii% 
jmd sold his own leather. 

Peg. Didn't you, with every deceitful winning way, try to 
curry fnvour with mel 

I.' Bob. True, oh Peggy ; but then it was returned by one of 
the Cim'W— for dkln^t your fxther corry my hidi* in letum. 

Peg. Monster didn't T bide you in the tan pit 1 

L Bob. Yes, and didn't your eldest brother hide me in the 
Uapiti 
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Peg, Didn't I go to the celler, and steal my father's favou- 
rite brandy 1 

i. Bob, I remenber, and always sang, * S|nrit d my sainted 
"Sire.' 

Peg, And didn't your Peggy nightly plaj at cribbage with 
you ? and as you said, ' five and three are eight, and a pair is 
ten/ didn't yoa swear we were that pair 1 

/. Bob, I did. Iplayed at cribbage, and forgot my Peg. 

Peg. [crying\ But I'll take care you don't forget your crib. 
Monster ! to deceive a tanner's daughter, and then leave her in 
■oUtude and despair among the tan pits. 

DUETT— PEGGY AND IDLE BOB. % 

Pcf . When I lived in Bermondsey, 
A maid that every one did praise. 
And cribbage then you ]play'd with me, 
And I lost by your winning ways. 

Sir, did I not ? 
Bob. True, in your tan -pita 1 did sit, 

Your father's stcina wrapp'd snugly In; 
Tou thought my love deep as the pit ; 
But 'twas no deeper than the skin. 

No it was not 
P«g. Didn't you truth for ever swear ? 
Boo. But oaths need not be aiwajs true. 
Peg. Didn't I hide you nightly there ? 
JBoo. And didn't your father hide me too ' 
Peg. Didn't we on our knees together, 

Implore the worthy tanner's blessing ? 
JBo6. Ana didn't he take me for his leather, 

And give my skin a shocking dressing ? \ 

Yes, so lie did. 
Well so he did. 

Enter Nicholas behindtfrom the Shadei, 

iVSc. There is but one thin^ more cunning than the devil, and 
that's a woman. If P^gy wins him, I lose him. [calling /oimQ 
Bob, all is ready ! 

/. Bob. Vm coming. 

Peg. Pray now, Bob, don't leave me! I'll be your wife 
rtaUing him one aide.'] 

Sic. [taking the other hand] I'll be your friend. 

Peg. Come to Bermondsey^ and be united to your Peggy. 

Nie. You may as well be hanged as tie yourself to a peg in 
that way. 

L Bob. Which way shall I turn me ! 

Peg. This way, to Bermondsey. ^ 

Nk, No, this way to— tha Shades^ whan merry spirits 
ymual to wftomw yo«. 
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BONG — IDLE BOB, 

Tune—How happy could I be with either, 

Obf Devil ! how one side you bother, 
I scarcely know which way to §o ; 
For while a girl temps yuU| on Mother 
The Devil's chance is but «o so. 

Ti U)I, fcc 
Yet think if I go with the Devil, 
I shall but a single risk run ; 
While a wife may prcseht me the evil. 
Of Devil and woman in one. 

Ti tol, tEC 
{Struggles with Peggy, and Exit with Nicholas^ 
Peg, He 18 gone, and I am left desolate. 141 to my tether*! 
tan pits straight repair, and wander amidst the skins of thei de* 
parted. My worthy sire shuU not dress another hide, till be hai 
dressed his ; nor curry another upper-leather, till he has wcmied 
him to the sole. [Exit Peggy, rh. 

SCENE \Y.— Church Yard. 

Tableau Vivant of Hogarth's * Idle Apprentices.'* Tombeiorui 
—a tomb in the back-ground^ with W hittiiigton and his Cat, 
I. Bob upon the Tomb-stones, with another playing at mar- 
bles. 3eadlf. standing over him with a stick. 
Beadle, {strikes him) I'll teach you to play at marbles in the 

church-yard. 

/, Bob, Hollo! why *tis only ring-taw — they can't hear us. 
Beadle, Out, out, ye vagabonds ! (c^rtre^ o^ Apprentices, and 

Exits, LH. 

/. Bob. Well, I havn't had such a wopping since Peggy^s fa- 
ther curried my hide in the tan pit. I've saved my marbles 
though. I wonder where Old Nick is 1 'tis his time to meet me 
here to strike our bargain. The church yard's devilish cold — 
Old Whittington, too, seems to frown, and his Cat looks as 
cross as Old Scratch, {looking at the graves) Ah, Tim Patch, 
the tailor, he lies here : miny's the pint of half and-half we've 
had together — he drank thirty glasses of sin once for a wager ; 
DO wonder his spirit was soon out And nere's Last, the shoe- 
maker's last home ; as merry a fellew as ever larrup'd a lap-stone: 
he made his exit like a Lord Mayor, attended by the Sheriflb : 
a rope's end was his untimely end — a drop too much killed him, 
too---a member of the Ketch Club. Poor Jenny, a sftinner, and 
a spinster — at least so she said — and Charlotte ChHinstich, 
my first love, and a very pretty girl in her time ; a sempstresi^ 
that lived in Hemming's Row : she sow'd but never reaped ; she 
a gVBttthfistncai and very food of playing in piivats. OuiC^ 
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the fUvmaker : he was no straight4aced fellow ; he was dia- 
chained for making Iod^ stays* on his errandai— well, he's gone 
where long stays are m fashion. Billy Buskin, too, an actor, 
m minor uied before he became a major: he's an underminer 
now. Why 1 am amongst all my old acquaintance— to be sure, 
they «re not quite so lively as they used to be. 

Snier Nicholas, lb. 

J. Bob, Oh, you've come at last 1 

Nvt, A Kttle busincsa, Bob, detained me—a flaming patriot 
bad just kicked the bucket, and 1 had to pack up his trunk and 
send him home. Aw you ictdy. Bob, to sign and seal, eh 7 

/. Bob. Why; Old Nick, a bargain's a bargain, and I'm not 
one to be off show me that your other world is one of idleness 
and pleasure— that there is no more stiching and sewing; but 
ail praying and drinkinff, and my master a£ill turn my mden- 
tnres over to you in a jiffjr. 

Aw. YoQ know the Idle Appientices lie burfed here? 

L Bob. I do. 

Nie. If I call them up to testify the merry idle lives they lead 
below — will that satisfy you? 

/. Bob. Why, their words wern't worth a brass farthing while 
ihey were alive, whether their dead language is truer than their 
living one, you are the best judge. 

iVic. You shall judge for yourself. In spite of old Whitting- 
ton's displeasure, 1 will call them up. Bob^ you will require 
all your courage, (gipea him a bottle) Drink ! take a good swig 
— 'twill keep your spirits up. 

/. Bob. (drinks) A queer way that to keep your spirits up. 

Nic. Are you prepared 1 

/. Bob. I'm up to every thing. 

Nic. Ca^itU) Now then for a great so. There s none but 
Whittington can break the spell, and he's in marble silence 
bound — nt least an hour more : and, if Bob signs before the 
great bell tolls, he's mine, and I redeemed for another months — 
Mvtie. 

I. Bob. What the devil is he going to do-Hoy flesh begins to 
creep 1 

Nie. (waving hia tail.) 

Recitative, 
Now then my powerful tail I'U wav& 
And summon each apprentice from the grav«i 
* Great King of all below, I pray 
For each apprentice here a holiday ; 
And thftyou grant for every knave and fool, 
tncom yumr deep prison-house a long day rale. 
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Voice, (hdow) 
Thott Printer's Devil, thy request is grtnted, ^ 
Call ap thyself the spirits that ^ire wanted. 
/. Bob. (drinking) Mme will be wanting presently, if I don^ 
replenish tnem. 

(Reeitative.— During tohieh, Whit|inglon*s Statue firownm 
and the Cat seems agitated,} 

Tngn, pells, and prentices ! who^ while 'jroQ Eved, did He^ 

And now lie here^ 
C^et ua and do that which yon never did before^ 

Now leave your bier ; 
And you, whom in this world, down would 

Spirits wholesale sup : 
At xnv retail command, now bring your 
Spirits up ! 
Spirits qf Actor, Tailor, Shoemaker, Lawyer, SenHntosi^ Wii- 
terman, Staymaker, Carpenter, Grocer, Baker, UndertakMr, 
and other Trades^ come up, each in the atOttuie qf vMirking 
at his trafl — but with statue-like stillness. 
I. Boh, There's Tim Patch ; who says i. tailor has no Bptth ! 
ai\d Last, with the ghost of his own lapston& that always 
haunted him — and spinning Jennv too — and the Undntak«r un- 
doing his own work. How deacUy pale they look 1 
Nic. They keep late hours. 
Bob. Oh, they shouldn't stay up too long. 

Enter Peggt and Jerrt, lh. 

Peg. Oh, Bob, Bob, what are you doing 7 

Jerry. What are you afler ? I am after you — ^your master 
sends me. 

f^eg. And I, your loving mistress, come to save you from the 
devil. 

Nic. Mind not their brawling— but attend to me : ngn thia 
and you're made for ever, {showing black parchment') I shall lose 
him. 

Peg. (Snatching parchment from lerrj) Here— here's your 
indentures. Remember the Lord Mayor. 

Nic, A life of indolence and pleasure. 

Peg. The Aldermen. 

Jerry. And Common Council ! 

Peg. Think of my wretched state. My father swears htf U 
fliiy me alive, unless you make an honest woman of ma ; and lia 
will be as good as his word. So help me, Bob. 

Nic. Choose between a life of labour and of pain, and aa i 
nity of kileness and pleasure. 
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iVte. Hear my gabjec to " <hgy *n c feflfl e ytrttf" ' ... 
X IMi" I wiU. hH them certiiy the life they lead, and Fm 
content, (to Peggy and Jeny) Now, aUenoe,—- not a word. 

MuHe—Recitaiive. 

Subject^ untie yolir tonsuea, and let Bob know, 

What bobbish hves ybulead below. 
Music, veryairong. ( WhUtington'a Cat meiw.) 

Ah, I'm kMt! WhiUinffton his tongue renews. 

His cat-odl speaks, and he invokes the mtwa. 

Old Scratch himself will tremble at his clause. 

And waits in silence for his solemn pause. 
WhiUington (with a cat accompaniment.') 

Bob, heed him not — he's not to be believ'd ; 

I wUl not have a worthy lad deceiv'd : 

Father of Lies, he his own tail relates, 

And palms his children as lij^timate. Miaw ! 

Spirits attend 1 'Tis WhitUngton's command, that you 

In all you say to Idle Bob, speak true. Miaw ! 

Or else my cat-o'-nine tails, as yougness, 

Shall find the pit below not bottomfess. 

Say, in the other world — the question do not shirk — 

Do ye all work or play 1 — 
Spirits, ' "We work — ^we work. 

Miaw! Miawl 
Semp. Where'er I turn, by stitches I'm hemm'd in, 

And am condemn'd, for idleness and pride. 

And for one other — rather pleasant sin. 

So that from mom till nigbt 1 stitches. 
Tailor. I, in this nether world, pursue the tailor's arti^ 

And as I was once the fraction of a man, 

I swear my shop-board is a fryins-pan, 
That at once fries my cabbage and my nether rarta^ 

While I'm oendemn'd to make eternal breecoes. 

In this, no preiudice myjudgement warpi^ 

I spealLoh tailor, from'^pirt de Corpse. 
Sawyer, T^' blino, I died — ^yet, strange to say, I saw. 
Dentist, And I, the ghostly teeth of every spirit draw : 

Doomed still to operate, while ghosts shall hold their jaw. 
Jenny. Tho* of my fitce^ no persoa could be vainer^ 

Pm homeapiin now, and ugly. — 
Carpenter. And Vmptianer, 

CMier. To nund the niriti whs, condemn'd aio L 

TlM^ is 07 iMBdi Ufa wlei clMBislvw wUl liyi 
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My wax-end ■eema endleM grown, and never 

Dili I think my last, would btt for ever. 
Staymaker. I, at lacing up unlaceaUe atays am doom'd to6g 
Actor. Anil 1, an actoTj ne'er can learn my tag. 
Baker. Alas I for me, it ia decreed below, 

That comfort I abould ever need, as I did dough. 

Comfort tliat yields me nothing but bcmt cnimbs 
Grocer. And 1 in grocery hs on, 

Doom'd from devils months to pick out xed hot plnmhiy 

And play for ever -at snap-draflon. 
Laundress. Sleepless am I coniwmn'd, a hopeless lot^ 

To rub for ever at one damned spot ! 

To get out which there's no speafic : 

Plenty of soap, but-— eh ! no aoporific 
Yihitlington, Enough. By Bea so long hacn yon been el 
inspir'd, 

Of 6peakin| so much truth, yoa moat betlied. 

Now as to Idle Bob, you've spoke true^ 

Act truly too, and shew him what you do. 

(All the spirits exereiMe thiir er<08,') 

Now, Bob, what think ye 1 
/. Boh, ^hjt I've quite a diaineee. 

rd no idea that there was so much business. 

And Whittington, I thank you, and youroc^ 

For shewing what this devil would be at : 

I've heard tneir tale — and yours is not a true one. 
Peg. He never shews it, excepting to undo one, 
iVtc. He's mine by oath, and all the world will blame >»i»in , 

I claim him now. 
Peg. And I re-claim him. {^Bell tolls) 

Nic, Ah ! by that bell I'm lost — I'm re-engri^d, 

(^Sinks through trap.y 

Bob. (taking Peggy's hand) And by this Belles thanK Whit 

tington, I'nl sav'd. 
H^tT. The devil gone ! and, as my eat would say. 

That when she walks abroad the mice may p(ay. 

Dance all, and make the utmost of your holiday.. 

AU donee to 
** Upiouae ye an my meny Men r* 
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